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A BIKE = YOU 






. '"7> /NOW t HAVE 
KW< MONEY 
AND A 
BICYCLE.. 

besides/ 



^ 




OH. BOY! Picture yourself riding liown tlie street on 

speedy deluxe aJuminum bike* Completely atream- 

I; fully e<niippad with Mast liornlite, coasljir brake, 

pial.form carrier, eusiiioiied balloon tiri's, tte. Biilit I<jw for 

.1 and Kafi'ty. Geared to Rive you instant "RCt-away," 

Earn thin bike (you don't have to buy it!) nnd any of our 300 
othorpriKes,ineliidinKamoviemaehine. MAKE MONEY, too. 

It's easy! It's fun! Just deliver our three popular maeazmes 
to euptjimera whom yoil obtain in your own neiKhborhood. 
NeKd not intflrferfl with Fchnoi. If you're 12 to 10 years of age, 
mail Lhe eoupoil or rush postAl pjird AT ONCE! Boys who 
liustlf tan earn a prize the very lirst day. IM'n Ko! 

Mnil Thii Coupon lo G«t Statt»d al Onte 



Mr. Jim Thayer. Dept. 77" 6" 
The Crowell Puijiishing Compnnv 
Springfield, Ohio 

Dear .Urn: Start nie earning MONEY and 
PRIZES. Send your latest 32-paRe Pri?.c 
Book, showing 289 items buys can earn. 




Name, Address 



City.. 




Win a Brand New Dollar Bill! 



Hello, Pals: 

Boy, havp 1 g(it good news! I'm fonninp a 
jicw elub, to be known as the Jimmy Strong 
Circulation Club, and every boy and girl who 
reads our magaaines tan become a member! 
Each member will receive a slgiitd jiminherskip 
card, a handsome membership button, and will 
have a chance to win prizes every month of the 
year! 



Mall Thia Appllrnliiin Tadayl 

Jimmy StroDg. Centaur PuliLicatianB, lac. 
461 Eighth Avenue, New Ynrk, N.Y. 

I w4txil (I? Juin i\iv> lUii\ny ti\ ran^ flri'ijInUnn C^lii^- J prcroliq ro 
irll nil nij fricru!! In buy fliNM' l-AUiW, FUXNT I'lCTUHJi: 
hTOniEH, HT.\n HAMIKIL, iiill .STAIt COMICf^ anil havii 
^■Ikd on my nekRiimrluiuil iiciKiiuJilor ud toj BBhed mi^ l-i- If 
I aiit 3ctw<0i]r iiltuFp LTtnil iiiv mijiiLbrnilLlp rarri dihI tLuiUirb tn 



Your Ktmf . r^-^ - 

YuuF AddrHi r.. 

Viiur ClU 



NL-wwIri^tT'a niuBV tud addrtM _.. _,.„_..____„.. 



Here's all you have to do Lo join the Jimmy 
Strong Cireulation Club : Visit your local 
newsdealer, explain to him that you want to 
join our new club, and ask him to please dis- 
play copies of PuNNY Pages. Funny Picture 
Stories, Star Ranger, and Stak Comicm on his 
stand where all your friends can see them eas- 
ily. Then, fill out the application blank below 
and send it in to me as soon as possible. 

And here's the best news of all! When you 
send in your application, write me a short let- 
ter telling me whether your newsdealer did as 
you asked and what your friends said about 
our magazine. Also, tell me what you think of 
my new club for boys and girls. To each of 
the writers of the five best letters received, 
I am going to send a brand new dollar bill. Of 
course, if you have two or three newsdealers 
near you and can visit each of them, your 
chance of winning a prize is that much better. 

Your pal, 

JIMMY STRONG, 
Assistant to "Uncle Joe." Editor. 
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SEND FOR FREE copy of RHYMING 
DICTIONARY and Instruction Book on 
HOW TO WRITE POPULAR SONGS. 
Submit beat poems, melodiea today for 
our bnnnfide. superior OFFER, 
MMM MUSIC PUBLISHERS. Dept. 51 
Studio Bidf ., Portiind, Ore. 
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GRIN «?* LAFF 



KERMIT RAY- 





. GUESS I COULD HAVE BEEN A 
STANDING ON A CIGARETTE 



^^sjT^y- 



^Ifm WANNA BE CAREFUL WITH THAT 
SUIT YOU HAVE ON - THE WARDEN WANTS 
TO WEAR IT TO A MASQUERADE BALL 
TO-NIGHT........ 



X>iyH'tJL*^ ffi^ 




DON'T LOOK NOW, 

PHIWH VOU FORGOT 
ro SRJN6 THE 
ARMV WITHVOU! 




-At..T, 



V'' lis 



,■ .V' 



l^>e^ 




AUCHING ^^JmiFE / 



REMEMBER .JCHN. 
EVE1WTHIH6 HHWN5 
F0RTHEBE5T/ 




^SSF 




0uJt 




- HAD k COMPLETt 
CVMWASlUfA 1MSTW.IEP 

IN HIS NEW HOME 

HB OSEP TO HAVE A 
SWIWWING POOL IW HIS 
OLD HOUSE.THAT KEPT 
HIS WEIGHT POWN,BUT 
SI^JCE HE WOVEP THE 
UCk OF EXERCISE HAS 
HUBT HIS PHYSIQUE.,., 



MAN MOUNTAIM PEiVN 

HAD TO FINISH A FCHT 
SCENE IN "THE &ICCITy"ON 
CPUTCHES, WHEN HE &ROKE 
HIS LEG OaCING THE FILMING 
OF THE PICTURE. A HUGE 
WHEEL CHAIR WAS MADE TO 
MOVE His 575 POUWPS 
ABOUND THE SET.ANP WAS 
PRESENTED TO HIM A5 A GIFT 
BY L015E BAINEC 





WHAT CAKAL 16 REPRE5EWTCD HERE? 



SwSi HAT, 

Joe.' 




prize: a broken down street car. 



VHATaiyiS CONCEALED HERE? 



HEV. B05.5, 
SEHD ME UP 
ATOM OF 



t^ei_LV 




prize: a soiled tablscloth. 



WHAT CHARACTER IS TH IS ? 



MEU-O, 

AHHie! 







UXW AT THAT 

UTTLfORPHMI 




prize: tvvo banana skins. 



WHAT BIRD IS THIS? 




prize: A DOZEN OLD TIWE TABLES. 




STKMI) 




rr-i roo OLD FOR 
THE TQSk. JaCK- 

DAN&EROIJ&. 



I'LL TAKE IT. 
DR. POWERS. 
>'OUR IDEA OP 
CIVILI ZATlON 
UNDER THE 
OCEAN INTERESTS 
ME. 




WITH Tlll^ 
APPARATUS 
you CAN GO 
MILE'^ DEEP" 
INTO T-HC 

ore AN - 



li^ POSSIBLE 

I T-^ £,0 LIGMT. 



rMfcijE CAPSUV EIS 
ARE REALLY THE 
EXPERIMENT. TREV 
SHOULD SHRINK 
yoUR BRAlN IN A 
MANNER TO CAUS-E 
you TO UNDERSTAND 
THESE UNDERSEA 
l-'tOKL.E 



Can harduv 
wait to get 

STARTED. 




euT REMEMBER' 

I MERELy WA,NT 
>NFO»"*T*'T<ON 
f^OR MV eiQOK-- 
\ DO NO r ^ANT 
YOU ro DESTROy 

THEIR CI VII. 17 AT ION . 



I UNDfeKbTAND, 
DR POWF.Rb (AM 
AN AUVENIURER. 
NOT A VANDAI.. 
AND NOW I THINK 
I'LL CALL UN 
l)( AN/\ 




-NO DIANA IT'S. 
Tod DANGEROUS 

vou Must mot 

CO 



BUT I AM 

C1O1N&, JACK. 
1 WOULDN'T 
M"?i& IT FOR 
T-ME WORLD,' 

"-%L 





ir'Si ALL R1&UT 
TO T AL-K.&TENZO, 
Ml&b CAPUIN CAN 
B& TRUSTED 
F= U LL y. 



7^ 



ye&. OF- COURSE. 

THEN BRItFLy, 
I CAME TO 

aucide^T THAT, 

AH, KNOWIN& 

OF >-OUR MI&?ilON~ 
WE COULD ALL 
BECOME --»1CM- 




THAT WA=j DR. POW6Rb' 
FORM&R ASj&I^TANT" 
1 DON'T LIKE. HIM-- 
ME WOULD LIKE TO 
KM O W POW ERS ' -SECRET- 




DO you SUPPOSE ME 
WILL TRy TO LEARN 
(T- ^OME OTHER 
WAV ? 




GiOOD EVE.NIN&. 
1 WAS INFORMED 
AT yOUR HOTEL 
THAT I WOULD 
FIND VOU MERE 
MR, 5TT5AND, 



MARCU& 
STENXO.' 




I'M NOT AFTE.R. 

MONEy, S.TENZO. 
VOU BETRAy 
DR, POWERS.' 
TRUST IN yOU-- 



WELL, PERMAPS- 

1 TRU^T you 

V>/ON-T R,&&RET 
YOUR. DECISION 




IMPOSSIBLE, DIAN,* 
POWERS MAS WORKED 
S-eCRETLV FOR V&ARii. 

I'l'E KNOWN HIM 

INTIMATELY FOR A 

LON& WHILE AND 

NEVER EVEN' auSPE<:.TEl> 

THE NATURE Of HIS RE5E-,RCHE5. 





ABOARD SMIP, FAR OUT _ 
IN TUfe SOUTMER^J ATLANTIC. 



'',■■■■ 



I FEAR FOR yOU- 
yET MOW I 

V/ISM I COUl_D . 
ACCOMPAMV VOU,' 



DONT WORRy, DR. 
POWERS. WEl_L 
BR1N& &ACK A FULL 
ACCOUNT OFTMEiE 



REMEMBER TO 
-TAKE ONE CAPSULE. 
iMMEtHATELV AFTER 
y-ou STRIKE. eorroM-- 

VOU WILL NOTICE 
NO ILL tPFECTTS. 
THE PRESSURE WILL 
COUNTERACT TMEIR. 
ACTION! . 





WE MADE IT, DIANA. 
NOW WE MUST EACH 
TAKE ONE OF THESE 
CAPSUL-E^E. . 



i OON'-T FE&L TME , 
PRESSURE AT ALU, 
DIANA, AFTER TAK1N« 
TMAT (lAPSUUE 



<^?^ 



NOR 1. AND 
WE'ee tiWEATHIIVlG 
LIKE F15M ' AND 
W& CAN t'aLK 
TO EACW orWER 
NATURAL-LV/ 




OH ' JACK DON'T 

&0 IN TWEDE,' 



'N'T 1 




1 ■»■„ ;-.*?igSs 



:#„r 




LET'^ LOOK. APOIJND. 
De. POWtOC SAID 
rucSE UNDED&EA PEOPLE 
OFTEN MUNG ftftOUND 
&UNK&N VEe&EL-t . 



BEAUTIFUL (lA&ISJf 




THIS, MUST BE 
TME CAPTAIN'S, 
CABlM. TMAT 
HUCE VAULT IS 
V/MERE '/AUUABLeij 

*-«.£. & TO H E 13 



LOOK , JACK THE 
DOOR i& NOT 
I FASTENED. 



ODD. WONDER WMO 
COULD'VE OPENED 
>T DURING, THE 

^TOHM AND' 

STRANGER t;r|LL, 

THE LOCK IS 

Sr-iASHED/ 




WORTH MI^LlOlslS 
IN GOLD AND 
GEMS ,' 




AND THEy'DE 
ti01N& INSIDE/ 




.^ ^ 



SH-H- WHO'S 

DATATTH' 

DOORjMUTT? 




OETFDraB-[^^ETr5 



„ a NEVEC PLAVEP iN 
A MINIOC LEAGUE/ HE WAS 
16 WHEW JOHN l/fGQm GAVE 
HIW A CHANCE. AFTEP A YEAR 
AND A HALP ON 7WE BENCH ME 
WAS PUT IN THE GIANTS' OUTFIELD 



LEWIS IS THE SAME AS ME 
IN EV&g y THING BUT SIZE/ 



W'T'Bl 





MAN MOUNTAIN 
DEAN ANP 
STEANGL-EI? LEWIS WECE 
BOTH eOPN ON JUNE 
SO.lSgi.ANPTVlEV 
BOTH WEI2E 
SEPGEANITS IN 
THE APMV.. 

WILLIAM CUNNINGHAM, 
OF KANSAS CITX 
ONCE WAlTEP IN 
LINE FOP 15 PAVS 
JO GET APMISSION' 
TO THE FIRST 
GAME OF THE 
1055 WOCLP 5Et?IK 



>- c^ 



J 




pAuJIUfpUp 





cs'^, 



mo- 



ITWASDOWNIN GREENWICH VILLA&E.ON AQUWNT 

OLO NARROW 3TREET,- 

WHERE ABTIsra LIVE FOR ART ALONE, AND 

VERY 9E.LD0/A EAT/ 

OUR DINKY PUP MET DOB O'HAV, 

A TtWPERAfAENTALCHAP, 

WHO PAINTED PiCTyRK ALL DAV LOW© AND 

THOUGHT IT auiTE A 6NAP 



SOON DINKY PUP HAD CHANGED IT ALL 

INTO A DIFFERENT 6CENE.- 

WITH STREAKS OF RED AND VEULOW,AN0 

WITH HUES OF BLUE AND G-REEN 

JUST THEN A KNOCK CAWE AT THE DOOR 

AND WHEN IT OPENED WIDE " 

A CONNOISSEUR SAID"HOW DE DO'lAND 

&AILY STEPPED INSIDE 




"I CANNOT SELL WV PAINTlN&S.SAlDTHE POOR 

YOUNG ARTIST. DOB - 
"ITS TOUGH TO LIVE ON ATWOBPHERE.I WISH 

1 HAP A JOB I" 
'DON'T WORRY.PALl'&AlD DINKY PUP. AND 

WITH A MIGHTY DASH 

HE GRABBEXl THE EASEL AND THE BRUSH . 

AND HE BEGAN TO SPLASH 





HE GAZED UPON THIS WORK OF ART WITH 

DABS OF RED AND SLUE - 

SAID HE . " IT'S WHAT I'W LOOKING FOR , 

IT LOOKS SO REAL AND TRUE ." 

BARKED DINKY PUP TO DOB O'DAV 

"I TOLD YOU FROWv THE START - 

THE PEOPLE WANT THE NEWER STUFF 

CALLED N\ODERNVSTIC ART/" 











i' 




jyHioa HAS 

BEEN KID- 
NAPPED.' 


(F^ 


. LET MEHME 

rvy THE DETAILS. 


rm2 


U 




uWI^ 


M 


i 


Mm 


iMm 


m 


^wim^ 


m^ 


1 


. /L^ 


m 




IW" 




AND HE NEVER 

CAME HOWE FROW 
5CHQ0L- THAT'S 
OVER THREE HOURS 
THAT HE'S BfEN 
MISSINQ- 



y 



d 


1 


DO you SUSPECT ANVONE'- 
ANV RANSOM* MOTES'' 




3 






NO.lREttlVED 

NO RftNSOM 

NOTE/ 


■^ 


^iM 


10 


f^ 




-\v 


tT 


% 


M 




C^\ 


^ 


^ 


&# 




^^ 


^. 




^*^ 



IMKTETOTHINK 
OFTT-BUIIDO 
SUSreaTHEdWO 
10I5CHAR6ED 
THIS MORMNfi / 





II I 







THAT SETTLES IT- VOU KIDMAPPi^D, 
HIW- C0NFES5 OR 6OT0 PR\50N,' 






3 


iT^'^'Nfc 


' 


/^ 




/JjL. 




W) 




I 



wo, I DIDW'T- 
I DIDN'T.'; 




uouLl find out that 
crime d0e5nt pav / 











WHAT HAPPENED? 
CAN VOU FieORE IT OUT?' 
WHO KIDNAPPED JUNIOR' 
AMD THE FUMNV PART 
OFIT IS THAT WE 
6AVE VOU NO CLUE5 
IN THE PCTURE&' 
ftHSWER IN NEVl FANEL 



Junior went to the 

movies to see the 

third episode of 

•the clutching foot- 

and the 5aw.e th1n6 

is liable to hawen 

fob the next eleven 

WEEKS/' 




WHENEVER A CUSTOWER SHOWS UP, 
THROW A BLUFF THAT WE ARE DOING- 
BIS BUSINESS GROUND HERE.GITIT? 






THERE'S A SUCKER 
THAT3USTCAWiElN- 
WATCH WE DO MY 
STUFF/ 




CAN I SEE ^ 
THE BOSS? 


"^ 






/ 




- 


y 


/ 




ill 



6/1 TONS OF 
WALL NUTS? 
O.K.- GOOD BYE, 
MR.KATZ/ 



O.K.MR.FlNKtE- 
I'LL SEND THOSE 
SEVENTY TONS 
RIGHT AWAV/ 





Jjii^iitoffce 



OUiCKH-MAKE 
ME OUT * WIFt 








DISAPPOINTED AND DI5C0URAGED 
J1W\ LEAVELS THE OFFICE AT THE 
tNOOFTHEPftV 



HELLO, pal' BOY, VOU 
LOOK LIKE YOU NEED 
CHEERING UP. MV 
NAME IS NED 



fM NArAE'S 31W .. 
GLAD TO KNOW 

vou / 




I'VE BEEN KEEPING IN 
CLOSE CONTACT WITH 
YOUR CONCERN, I'VE , 

GOT MY OWN Reasons; 



■4 



KIND OF 

wvvsterious, 
e:h? 




WELL.-yOU HAVE TO 
TAKE A CHANCE.'WU 
KNOW.'.-BUT I'VE SOT 
IT ALL PLANNED -!T 
CAN'T GO V/RON&/ 




SO YOU DIDN'T GET 
THE BIG TOB,EH,3IM? 



NO. I DIDN'T... say/ 
HOV« DID YOU KNOW 
ABOUT THAT? 




WOULD YOU BE INTESTEO 
IN WAKING A LOT OF DOUGH? 


NATURALL-Y. 
EVERYBODY WOULD 
LIKE TO ftftAKE 
A LOT OF MONEY- 
IF IT'S HONEST. 


I 


1 


r 



LET'S SIT DOWN AT THE 
TABLE HERE,WHEREWE 
CAN TALK WITHOUT BEING 
OVERHEARD/ 



rsi.". 



•I HI 




THEY RECEIVED A LOT 
or CA6H TODW .TOO 
LATE TO DEPOSIT 



VEa.t KNOW. 




I'VE BEEN WWTIN& FDR 
THI5 OPPORTUNITY ... 
I HAVE THE C0M.B1NAT10N 
TO THE SAFE ' 



BUT V/HERE . 
DO I COME IN? 




YOU HAVE THE KEYS TO THE 
OFFICE. WITHTHEW IT'LLBE 
A CINCH TO &ET IN... AND 



WE'LL SPLIT THE 6WAS-.' 



/ 



WELL,! DON'T 
HKE TO 00 1T„ 



Y 



Y 



WHY NOT? HENLEY 
CHEATED WO OUT OF 
THAT B16 30B, DIDN'T 
HE?NOW'iYOUR 
CHANCE TO 6ET BACK 
AT HtW .' 



YE6,T KNOW I 
SHOULD HAVE 
GOTTEN THAT 
■30B... . 





I'LL HAVE TO CALL MY 
GIRL AND TELL HE-R I 
WON'T SEE HER TONIGHT... 
YOU WAIT OUTSIDE ' 



OKAV, JIM.' 



/ 





-^ 


/iSiiiii}!. 








THERE -yARE... 
NOTHING TO IT? 




r 




r 


i^^ 




^^k^^ 


n 


.J^' 


v1 


^^mt^-^' /r 




i 



HEY-WHM'S 
THE IDEA.' 




DON'T KlLLMEl' 
STOP,' HELP/ 




HERE. HERE, JtM 
DON'T MURDER , 
THE PDOR FELLOW' 




THAT MAN WAS G01N& TO ROB 
VOUR SAFE.WR HEHLEV f 
I CALLED THE POLICE, AND THEN 
CAME ALONG- TO HELP CATCH 
HIM WITH THE GOODS ' 




CALM 
JUST 
3U5T 



VOURSEVFJlfA. NED'S MVSON- 
BACK FROfA COLLEGE-AND WEWEH 
TESTING VOUR LOYALTY AND COURAGE! 




YOU'VE PROVED YOURSELF, 
JIM.ANDl'W GIVIW&VOU 
THAT BIS 30B^ 



BUT I WISH YOU 
OlON'T HtTSO 
HARD/ 




- ' I. 




THE BABIES 
CARRY THEIR 
OWN GRAND- 
STAND SEAT 



¥ 



IFWEONLV 
HAD THAT 

GlRAFFE^S 
NECK, EH? 




GREAT 
HUH? 




>OUTELL 

'EW.APE. 

WOW/ 



*t. 





V- 



>'* 



THE &R]J 



HEY,' PINK RAINBOW 
LEMONADE. 



WANTT'BREAK 

UP THE 5 
show: 



V 




_::^ 



1 





FOLLOfti 
THE I 01 




/■J-/^. /"-"^^ ■'K/^/K/^' 



THE BABIES 
CARRY THEIR 
OWN eRAND- 
STAND SEAT 



¥ 



IF WE ONLV 
HAD THAT 

GIRAFFE'S 
NECK, EH? 

7^ 




GREAT 
HUH? 




YOU TELL 

^EWV.APE, 
WOW/ 




TFT 



-/. 








LOOKtT/ 






G-S OFACTIOM, 



■WTfrtiir rimi w*,m Minw 





HEY 



/i 



K RAINBOW 
LEMONADE. 





V 






^E BIG JUNGLE 

JAMBOREE 

" LIFE AT THE 
Z.OO/ 




t:^ 






HOW MUCH FOR 
MY BABY? 




% - 



ticKer^ 
HERe 








HE'S THE ONE 
/V\AN BAND/ 




WOTTA 

MAN.' 




%YAt^' 



v\V^,V\,'l <-^ / 



^(WTW/^ 







.■.v0W^ 




J409 OFACTIOX^ 



■^•-1. ■fc"'aa;:: 



BIG JUNG-LE 

JAMBOREE 

" LIFE AT THE 
Z.OO.* 



;x:^9^.^mr- 



HOW MUCH FOR 
MY BABY? 







a\ETO 
ap FFICE. 

1 




HE'S THE ONE 
MAN BAND/ 




WOTTA 

MAN? 




5 - 




%Vftt^* 



t 




State Trooper Jerry KeiTe wiped some of the 
mist off the windshield of his patrol car and 
eased up on the gas a little: The fog was rolling 
' in over the New Jersey coast in huge globs. 

He saw the shape of a car arise out of the 
mist. It was parked haphazardly, with the front 
wheels off the road and the rear of the ear 
sticking out dangerously into the highway. 
Keefa jammed on his brakes. He climbed out 
and walked back to the parked car. As he 
nefered it he recognized it for Daley's light 
coupe. Daley belonged to the Coast Patrol. He 
yanked open the door and gasped with surprise 
and horror A body was slumped over the wheel. 
He snapped the light switch of the car and it 
failed to throw on the lights. 

"Daley!" Keefe gasped. "It's — Daley!" 

He ran back to his car. got the flashlight fast- 
ened to the dash and returned to the death car. 
His face was grim and set. Keefe turned on the 
switch of his flash and his jaw dropped. 

Daley's body was gone! 

Only a grisly stain showed that a dead man 
had been in the car Keefe's hand dropped to 
his holstered gun, opened the flap and yanked 
the weapon free He circled the car, trying to 
penetrate the fog in the direction of the sea. 
If Daley had been murdered, smugglers were 
the cause 

A jet of Ranie darted from a point a dozen 
yards ahead of him, Keefe barely saw it and 
the explosion of the gun was cut off short. 
Something that felt like a trip hammer slugged 
him across the temple He spun around, groping 
wildly for support. Then his knees buckled and 
as he fell, he knew that blood was running 
down over his forehead and into his eyes. 

He wasn't aware of the two men who came 
creeping out of the bushes beside the road. 
They glanced down at hun One of them grunted 
dnd with his foot rolled the trooper's body 
toward the chffs bordering the shore 

"He's croaked all right." one of the men 
taid. "Got it right through the head We'll feed 
him to the fishes. If they find him latei on, we 
should worry They'll figure it was smugglers 
who bumped that coast suard guy and this one, 
too." 



lULUSTRATEp BY i 
FRANK FROLLO 



■ The second man merely grunted again, poised 
Keefe's body on the brink of the ledge and 
shoved hard, Keefe went hurtling through the 
air. He struck a soft pile of sand, rolled off it 
and lay for a second on the beach until the 
water seeped around him as the tide swept in. 

It was the cooling effect of the water that 
brought him Out of it. He groaned softly, opened 
his eyes and tried to figure out where he was. 
His head was splitting with pain ..and as the 
salt water hit the wound on his temple, he 
winced. 

He managed to get to his feet and reeled 
across the beach toward the overhanging ledge 
from which he had been hurled. There he felt 
safer and facts began to assimilate themselves 
in his mind. He knew that Daley was dead — 
murdered and the same men who had killed him 
had made a good attempt to deplete the State 
Police ranks by one memfier 

Keefe felt for his gun. It was gone! He still 
had a black-jack thrust into a narrow, especi- 
ally prepared pocket of his trousers. It was 
better tlian nothing. He tried to figure out his 
next-move and so far he could see, there was 
none The killers were undoubtedly ten miles 
away by this time. 

Then Keefe shook his head to dispel cobwebs 
and stared out to sea It was foggy, but he was 
able to distinguish dim lights half a miJe out. 
They were spaced far apart and he judged 
that ship was""an ocean going freighter or a 
huge yacht And it was anchored, which was 
suggestive enough As he watched, the lights 
winked out, but a moment later a yellowish glow 
of n fog-penetrating searchlight began td blink 

Small stones and sand dropped all around 

him and he heard men hurrying down from the 

road Keefe dropped and huddled- behind a 

clump of brush, holding hii breath for fear he 

^igh^t^ spotted " —— 



"No trace of that trooper," one of the men 

cjilled lo the other. ''Guess he must have been 
carried out to sea like that Coast Guardsman. 
Listen— we ain't got a minute to lose. That 
freighter won't park long. These waters are full 
of Coast Guard -cutters. Where's that motor- 
boat?" I 

"Over to your left," the other man answered 
gruffly. 

Keefe couldn't see either man, but he heard 
them clamber aboard a speed boat, push otT 
and start the motor. It would take them the 
better part of an hour to reach the freighter and 
return, Keefe decided to investigate the situa- 
tion on the road. 

"They've got to have some means of getting 
away from this spot," he told himself as he 
toiled up the steep embankment. "If there's a 
load of contraband coming in, I'll probably find 
a truck." 

Keefe began running hghtly along the pave- 
ment, his blackjack in his hand. He was looking 
for a truck and the possibility tUat a man had 
been left to guard it was fiot unlikely. 

The rear of a sedan loomed up through the 
fog, Keefe slowed down, rubbed his chin a 
second and then plunged quietly into the timber 
lining the road. He came toward the sedan from 
the right side, moving as softly as a ghost. 

Someone was humming in the car and he 
made out the form of a man behind the wheel. 
Keefe, bent double, approached the sedan slow- 
ly, grateful for the fog now. He reached up, 
took a firm grip on the door handle and as he 
yanked the door open, he leaped into the car. 
The nose of his blackjack prodded the driver 
in the ribs. 

"Up!" Keefe said hoarsely. "Get 'em upl" 



The startled driver gasped and «utoin«tl9> 

ally raised his arms. Then he peered down 
and saw no ghstening gun in the trooper's hand. 
With a bellow of rage, he dropped his arms 
and shot a fast, powerful blow that glanced off 
Keefe's chin. 

The trooper raised his blackjack, took ona 
more punch full in the face and let go with tha 
weapon. It struck the driver across the back of 
tlie neck. He slumped forward, his chest hitting 
the wheel of the car. -The horn blasted eerily 
through the fog. Keefe cursed and pulled tha 
half conscious man away, , 

He driiGged him out of the car, yanked him 
to his feet and shook him, Uke a puppy would 
a rag doll. The driver opened his eyes and 
shivered. 

"You- — you're — dead," he managed through 
puRed lips. "Brennan said he— bumped you." 
"Start talking, punk!" Keefe snorted. 
The crook's mouth closed with a snap and 
a sullen expression came over his face. "I don't 
know what you're talkin' about," he parried. 
"What's the idea? 1 was just parked, waitin' 
for this fog to lift. You ain't got no right Jo — " 
"Stow it," Keefe snapped. "That's a pat story 
cooked up in case somebody happened along. 
Who are your pals and what are they fefler? 
Who killed Daley — the Coast Guard. patrol- 
man?" 

Suddenly the crook's right leg shot out, kick- 
ed Keefe a terrific blow on the ankle and 
tripped him. As he went down, the crook yanked 
a gun from his pocket and with a cry of elation, 
brought the weapon down' for a shot that would 
end the fight and Trooper Keefe as well. 

But Keefe was no slouch in rough and tumble 
fighting Old Kerrigan, physical instructor for 





the barracks, had taught him well. Keefe grab- 
bed the thug around the legs end with an expert 
yank brought hini plunging to the ground The 
gun exploded end Keefe cursed again If those 
men on board the motor launch heard either the 
blast of the car hpm oi the shot, they would 
be warry when they returned and would be 
ready for trouble. 

The thug hammered a short arm jab to 
Keefe's face The trooper spai blood, bent one 
knee and drove if into his opponent's midriff. 
The crook gave a grunl of pain, drew back his 
tist for enothec blow and in so doing left him- 
self wide open for the *wing Keefe started to- 
ward him It landed squarely on the chin and 
the crook's head jerked back while hi* eyes 
filmed over 

Keefe arose, dusted off his uniform and bent 
over the man He searched him, but found no- 
thing of importance. By prowling around in the 
darkness and Fog, he discovered the automatic 
dropped m the fight. He felt better with the 
weapon clutched in his fist. 

He ripped clothing from his prisoner, used the 
strips of cloth BE ropes and gag In five min- 
utes the crook resembled a mummy Keefe 
stowed him away in the rear seal of the car. He 
searched the sedan until he found a pair of 
pliers. With these he ripped and cut all the igni- 
tion wiring he could find. Then he closed the 
ihood of the car and stepped back. 



Keefe knew he was miles from sny habita- 
tion and telephone Whatever was to be done 
to round up these crooks would have to be a 
one man job. True, the coast was heavily pa- 
trolled by the Coast Guard, but in this fog 
they could see nothing. 

Keefe reached the shore and the water swirl- 
ed around his ankles. He stepped back, squatted 
and patiently awaited tbp return of the motor- 
b.oat How many men it would bring he had no 
idea, but m the purloined automatic, he had 
enough slugs to wreak havoc with the crooks. 

The putt-putt of the motor launch reached 
him He drew the gun and more by, sense of 
feeling than sight, made certain it was ready for 
action. Then he moved back until he was well 
concealed in the gloom and fog beneath the 
overhanging ledge. 

The hull of the craft scraped on the sand. 
Someone jumped into the water and began to 
drag it shoreward. Keefe moved forward, the 
gun thrust out. 

He heard the crodks step to the shore. With a 
leap he appeared before them, materializing 
oul of the fog hke a wraith. 

"Sland where you are!" he snapped. "Each 
one of you lift your hands and don't try any 
tncks. I'd enjoy knocking a couple of you over." 

■■It's the trooper," one of the men gasped. 
"Fulton — why didn't he make sure this mug 
was stiff," 



. Turn around!" Keefe ordered gruffly. "If 

either of you so much as twists his neck, I'll put 
a bullet through you," 

He walked closer, searched the first man and 
extracted a heavy-caiiber gun. He flung this into 
the night, heard it land on the sand yards away. 
The second crook had a knife as well as a gun. 
Keefe was working on the third one when his 
senses signalled flashes of danger. He whirled 
around. His gun barked once, but he missed. 
Another man had crept through the gloom 
to lake him from behind. Keefe cursed himself 
for slipping up. They had heard the horn or the 
shot and one of their number had slipped into 
the water to swim ashore. 

These thoughts flashed through his mind as 
he dodged a knife thrust from his new assailant 
The other three thugs were coming at him now. 
Keefe determined to go out fighting. He pumped 
a slug over his shoulder and one of the men 
tumbled in a heap to the sand. The crook who 
had slipped through the fog to surprise him, 
leaped again. This time Keefe wasn't fast 
enough. The murderous blade ripped through 
the shoulder of his uniform and bumed, white 
hot, into his flesh. 

Someone grabbed his gun hand and twisted it 
savagely. A brawny arm wrapped itself around 
his neck, jerked his head back. Someone kicked 
him brutally in the stomach and another man 
clouted him across the face with the butt of 
the automatic he had dropped. Things began 
to spin. Keefe made one last effort to break 
loose. He raised both arms, grabbed the man 
who held him around the neck and lifted him 
bodily into the air. He hurled the crook straight 
at the knife-man who was crouched and ready 
to spring with an upthrust blade. Like a flash 
Keefe ran straight into the water until he was 
alongside the motor launch. 



^ He ipun around to meet the attack from 
the other crook who remained. This man came 
at him like a tornado He was huge — a veritable 
giant of a man with long, powerful arms Keefe 
side-stepped the attack neatly, but his opponent 
had planned on Just such a move He pulled 
short of the rush that Keefe expected would 
take him well beyond arm's length. The thug 
lashed out a roundhouse. Keefe tned to duck 
It, but the blow was too well timed. He felt 
himself lifted from the ground. He flew back- 
ward and landed heavily. Water surged all 
around him soaking his uniform. 

One of the crooks leaped on him. Another 
stepped close i^d delivered a vicious kick that 
caught Keefe under the chin. He went limp, 
almost out. 

The men were Slowly regaining their wits. 
The wounded crook who carried Keefe's thirty- 
eight in his body, stepped close and adminis- 
tered a brutal -kick to Keefe's ribs. The trooper 
groaned, still only semi-conscious, 

"I'm going, to rub this trooper out now," the 
wounded crook growled, "There ain't nobody 
gonna say they put a slug in me and lived to tell 
about it," 

He whipped out a gun and drew down on 
Keefe, The trooper held his breath. Conscious- 
ness returned with a snap when he. sensed this 
threat to his life. 

Another of the gang leaped toward the killer 
and flung the gun skyward. 

"No," he snapped, "We may have to scram 
before we can get rid of him! Mitchell and me 
gotta get out of sight, understand? Them spigs 
down in South America will have every G-Man 
in the United States look in' for us if they think 
we landed, G-heat is one thing I ain't so fond 
ct." 





"What do we do with him then?" The man 
Keefe knew as Brennan was sarcrastif "Lislon. 
Goll^n, we eaineii our twPrity-tive grand for 
Rett,in' you and Mitchell ashore, We'll take you 
to a hidpout. keep yoo there until the heat dies 
down Just because you knocked off a couple of 
hip shols Jii some little country don't iiieiin 
you're done for the rest of your life," 

Keefe, absorhing all this, suddenly found him- 
self feverish Tfie numes of the two crooks who 
had come ashore meant something. Gollan and 
Mitchell had been liired by a South American 
revolutionist to rub out two higfily important 
figures How Ihey had arcomplished their mis- 
sion was giisly history. Every vessel along the 
coast was being searched for them — every sus- 
picious looking traveller held for questioning 
One of the largest international man hunts ever 
staged was in full swing and yet — the killers 
were here, standing inches away from Keefe and 
he was helpless lo move 

"Hey. Brennan." one of the men called "What 
about Tony — up in the ear?, Why don't he come 
down and see what's wrong? Because this rat 
of a trooper got him, that's why" 

"Go up there," Brennan ordered. "If he ain't 
there, to the devil with him If he is — put a slug, 
through his skull A guy dumb enough to let a 
trooper get him can't stay as one of my boys." 

Gollan kicked Keefe experimentally in the 
ribs and Keefe had al! he could do to stifle the 
groan that surged to his lips 

Gollan said, "We got lo polish off this trooper 
He knows too much, hut it's gotta be done scier- 
Ijfic No trace of him. see? Here's what — we can 
take him out to sea, weight him down plenty 
and feed him to the fishes" 

Brennan agreed complacently and they 
waited for theii messenger to return from the 
car Keefe fouehl to regain his strength. If they 
Rol him aboard theii boat, he would be helpless, 
and end up in a watery grave The men dis- 
patched to the car .came hurrying down the 
'edge. 



"Tony is in the car — stiff," he reported. "1 fin- 
ished liim off like you said. But every wire 
under the hood is ripped pfT. We can't use the 
crate," 

Breniian swore luridly and said, "The trooper 
did that. This fog will lift in an hour and we 
i-aii't hike to town. Soon as somebody finds that 
mess on the road, there'll be a million cops 
down hcru. We're going bHck to the freighter 
Hnd land somewhere else. Gollan, yeu and 
Mitchell will be safer Ihiit way. We'll take care 
of the trooper on our way out. Back to the boat, 
bovs, and step on it." 

Keefe lay quietly considering his chances of 
escape- They were meagre yet it was far bettor 
lo die trying than to simply submit to Brennan's 
sadistical impulses. Keefe tensed his muscles. 
The launch rode the surf smoothly. One man 
was wading out toward it, Keefe suddenly 
leaped lo his feet. He headed straight for the 
water, plunged into it and guns cracked. 

His shoulder felt as if someone had given it a 
torritk- rush. There was 9 biting sensation just 
helow his armpit. One leg seemed to all but 
lose its sense of feeling. But he Went on until 
he was waist high in the water. Another Blug 
struck him just above the ear, a glancing, pain- 
ful wound that rattled him badly. He dropped 
to his knees in the water and a cry of elation 
came from the shore. 

"Got him that time," Brennan shouted. "Did 
you see his head jerk? That finishes the trooper, 
but we got to run for it in case somebody heard 
the shooting. Let's go!" 

But Keefe was swimming as fast as he could, 
One hand fumbled in his pocket, found a round 
metal object and as he swam by the launch, 
he risked hurling this object into the stern. 
There was a rope dangling off the rail. Bren- 
nan, the two murderers and the rest of Brennan's 
mob didn't wait for the launch to be towed 
back to the beach. They waded toward it and, 
one by ofie, the scrambled aboard. The motors 
started and by this time Keefe had swam sev- 
eral hundred feet out to sea. 





He turned over and floated while his spin- 
ning senses steadied themselves and he fought 
savpgely to retain consciousness. The salt water 
bit into his wounds. He knew he was bleeding 
badly, but grim determination gave him the 
Strength to continue. 

-The launch slid by him. He reached out, 
grabbed the trailing rope and hung on. The 
Bcrew kicked up foam enough to hide him and 
the fog also helped tremendously. He began to 
pull himself along the rope closer and closer to 
the speeding launch, keeping his head above 
water with an effort and spitting out the foam 
that sometimes choked him. 

Someone edged toward the stem, directly 
above the spot where he clung grimly to the 
rope. One of the men leaned far over the rail 
to peer into the fog. 

"Don't see any sign of the trooper," he yelled. 
"He's fish food by now." 

He was grinning wolfishly as he spoke, but 
that grin turned to a look of agonized horror. 
An arm came up out of the fog and the sea. It 
grabbed him by the throat and pulled him over 
the rail. He hit th* water and his screem wai 
stif3ed. 

"Jack went overboard," Brennan shouted. 
"Somebody hand me a boat hook and slow up. 
I'll haul him back." 

The boat slewed. Brennan. armed with a 
boat hook, began peering down into the sea 
and cursing at the fog. Keefe, two feet away 
from the killer took a long breath, let go of 
the rope and grabbed the boat hook. Brennan 
came hurtling over the rail. So iwift and un- 
expected had been Keefe's yank on that hook 



that Brennan's wits didn't work fast enough for 
him to let go. The launch began to move for- 
ward again. 

Now there were but two men aboard, but 
they were the worst of the lot. Both hunted 
killers and capable of more murder without 
batting an eyelash. Keefe gripped the rail and 
suddenly pulled himself up and over. The two 
killers were in the prow, guiding the launch on 
its course. One of them glanced around, saw 
Keefe and with a snarl of hate reached for his 
gun. 

Keefe literally flew across the deck of the 
launch. He hit the .killer just below the knees. 
With a wild yeil of fear, the crook hurtled back- 
ward, made a vain grab at the rail and went 
overboard. Only the giant killer remained. 

He left the wheel, whipped out a gun and 
opened fire. The second bullet clipped a slice 
out of Keefe's arm, the third burrowed into his 
thigh, but he kept on coming. The killer laughed, 
hurled the gun away and opened his arms mde 
as he moved toward the trooper. If those arms 
ever encircled him, Keefe knew it would be 
over. » 

He lowered his head unexpectedly as he 
neared the big thug and rammed him hard in 
his paunch of a stomach. Before he could re- 
cover, Keefe rapped two blows to the chin and 
connected. 

Mitchell's flailing arms v/ent into ectioi., 
driving home half a dozen body blows that took 
a severe toll on Keefe's strength. To one side 
the trooper could see Brennan swimming toward 
the now drifting. launch. The tight had to be 
ended awiftly or th* rMult would ba faooeless. 



. 
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Keefe stepped back. Mitchell figured he was 
giving groLind through fear and moved in to 
finish the fight. He ran squarely into a blow that 
smashed his nose flat against his face. Another 
punch snapped his head back. Mitchell wilted 
and Keefe polished hira off with a roundhouse 
that started near the deck. 

Brennan was climbing aboard when Keefe 
turned his attentions to that crook. He jabbed 
him across the side of the face and Brennan 
slipped back into the sea, 

Keefe went to the stem of the launch and 
found the round metallic cylinder he had thrown 
into the boat and searching Mitchell found 
matches. He struck one, applied it to the cylinder 
and a brilliant crimson glow arose to create an 
eerie effect in the fog. 

To port, a vessel's siren hooted in a signal 
that it had spotted the flare. It was a Coast 
Guard launch, patrolling the shore. The ensign 
in charge gaped as he saw the launch with a 
state trooper, in a barely recognizable uniform, 
squatted behind the wheel. At his feet lay the 
giant hulk, of Mitchell and clinging to a rope 
dangling off the stern, were three men, half 
conscioys and holding on more by instinct than 
anything else. 

Keefe grinned as boat hooks grasped the 
side of the launch and pulled both vessels to- 
gether. 

Tm Keefe — State Cops," he told the officer. 
"Daley — your Coast Guard patrolman is dead 
— murdered by these men. The big guy is 
Mitchell and the one at the end of the rope is 
' Gollan — warhed in South America for n\urder. 
The others are pals of theirs who tried to 
smuggle them back into the United States." 

"Great," the Ensign approved heartily. "Half 
the navy is searching for those killers. Now — 
is there anythmg I can do (or you?" 

Keefe nodded. "Yeah — take me to shore. I 
need medical attention- — -and I'm dam late on 
my duty call to the barracks. 
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fcUlUO My BACIt.i' 






I COULp PAAAACE 

YOU wrrwAuooit! 






FCANiC, HUSTLE CVEt? TO THE 
CW ANP NIGHT BANk WITH 
THIS PEPOSIT.... 




SHOOT/ 
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QUITE A STUNT. FDANl^, 
^CATCHING THESE TWO ,. 
'^ACOOOVS 5IWGLE HftNDEP// 
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IN THE DAYS OF VAUDEWILUE PR^^Ik 
LiSEP TO BE HENCI.THE GCEAT 
VENTPILOOUIST.ANP IT WAS VEDV 
EASV roc HiW TO THROW HIS VOICE 
AMD MAKE YOU THIWl*; THAT SOME- 
ONE ELSE WAS iM THE AULEV/ COME 
ALOMC-THE JUDGE WOQUD Ull^E TO 
HEAP THAT STOCV... 
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ROOMS ARE EIGHT DOLLARS 
A WEEK AND UR.. WHEN 
I CAN &ET IT/ 



ROOMS 
AND 
MMRO 



SAV,LADY,I DON'T 
WANNA BUY THt 
JO INT. 1 JEST 
WANNA FLOP 
FORTH'NISHT.' 




WHEN DUSTy STRUCK THE PIKE ONCE MORE, 

(HE SURE HAD L0T5 OFCAREj 

THE COST OF LIVING VEXED HIWSORE, 

IN FACT. HE'D HAD A SCARED 

HE SEARCHED IN VAIN TO FINDHINVSELF 

A cozy LITTLE ROOfA , 

BUT THE PRICES WERE SO HIGH 

IT FILLED HIS HEART WITH OLOOM. 



CHEER UP.PAL/ 
IFWEAINTSOT 
NOTMIN'.WE 




HE SATUPONTHE CURBSTONE JUST WONDERlNO 

WHAT TO DO.' 

THIS HOUSING PROBLErA WAS THE BUNK- 
IT WADE THE TRAWVP FEEL BLUE. 

"LET'S WANDER DOWN THE ALLEY.PAL.- 
PERHAPS WE'LL FIND A NOOK 
WHERE HIGH RENT 15 QU ITE UNKNOWN . 
C'fAON, LET'S HAVE A LOOK /" 




BYSEEWING LUCK THIS PLACE THEY STRUCK. 

IT WAS OPEN TO ALL COMERS . 

BUT .HOLY SCATS' TWAS FULLOF CATS. 

A CAMP OF FELINE. DOMMER9 ,' 

"HA,HA.'"LAUSHEDHE."I'fAN0T&ODUMB- 

I'M CRAZY LIKE A FOX?" 

FOR JUST AHEAD.AROUND THE BEND. 

HE SPIED A PACKING BOX. 




IT'S FULL OF STRAW AND SHAVINGS .TDO f •'"^■^ - 

SAID DUSTY," IT'S A SNAP .' 

irS 3USTTHE PLACE FOR YOU AND ME. 

TO HAVE CUR LITTLE NAP/ 

SO THEY CRAWLED INSIDE THE BOX 

BEFORE THOSE CATS COULD RALLY'. 

AND SOON WERE OFF TOSLUWBERLAND- 

'TWAS DOWN IN CATNIP ALLEY.' 
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SAY, BOSS TAKE 
A LOOK AT THIS! 

vs: 



WHAT'S UP, 
LEARY ? 
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HUH! SO CURRY IS GONNA 
BROADCAST TONIGHT! 




HE'LL BLOW THE LID 
OFf= £i/ERYTHI(NG AND 
I'LL NEVER GET ELECTED.' 



HMM-M-/^ 
^i 




WHY DON'T We JEST 
SUMP HIM OFP? 
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NO, IT WOULD 

CAUse ToonucH 

TROUBLE. JUST 
BEFORE THE. 
ELECTION. 




I'VE GOT AN IDart — .' 
CfOQW, LEARY! 



WHERE ARE WE 
eo/NG.BOSS ? 




weve JUST got tims 

TO see CURRY BEFORE. 
THE BROflDCftST! 
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WHAT ARe 
YOU GO INS 
TO DO ? 




MAKE A DEAL 
WITH HIM! 
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YOU'LL BROADCAST 
FR0MTHI5 5TUDI0, 
(^R.. CURRY 



THANK you: 




YOU HAUE A FEIAJ . 
MINUTES TO READOl/eR 
Y0UR5PEECH BEFORE. 
YOU GO ON THE AIR., 
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FINE ! 

I'LL DO 

THAT. 




THE RE 
HE 15 ! 







HELLO, CURRY- I 
WANNA TALK WITH 
YA BEFORE THE- 
BP.OADOAST - 



SORRV 
MULLIGAN- 
HA\/eN'T 
GOT TIME..' 




THERE. 15 PLE-NTV WELL, WHAT 



OP T(ME YET- IT'S 
ONLY A QUARTER 
OF Sei-^E-N 



00 YOU WANT? 



WOW LISTEN, CURRV ' DON'T 
BE A FOOL > JF VOU 30PT 
PEDAL YOUR SPEECH TONiGHT, 
WE'LL CUT YOU IN ON SOME 
SOFT GRAFT I 




THERE'S NO f^ONEY 
IN POLITICS THE WAY 
YOU WANT TO RUN IT' 



OF COURSE 
NOT/ 




ONLY LftST MONTH WE 
MADE A PILE ON THAT 
SANITATION DEAU^ 



SHUT UR 
YOU FDOLf 




OH, WELL, WHAT'S THE 
DIFFCRENCE, YOU KNOW 
AiSIYWAV YES, WE MADE 
A COOL (MILLION ON THAT 
DEAL/ 




AND WE EXPECT 

TO f^AKE A 
/MILLION ON TH£ 
BRIDGE CONTRACT' 



THAT'5 ALOT 
OF MONEY. 
MR UEARY 

1- 




WHV DONT VOU COME 
Oi^ERTOOuR SIDE. 
CURRY'weiL SEE THAT 
YOU GET A Nice SLICE. 
OF 



THAT'S VERY 
Kind of 
YOU, MR 
[MULLIGAN, 




Y'KNOW, CURRV, fF f'OU DON'T 
WANNA PLAY OUR WAY, THERE'S 
WAYS TO MAKE YOU! 
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YOU'Re ACTING JUST LiKE 
THE TRUE HOODLUM YOU 
ARE, r^R. f^ULLiGAN.' 




BUT I'M NOT IMTERESreo 
IN 6RAFT,' I INTEND TO 
Gli^E THE PEOPLE GOOD, 
CLEAN GOVERNMENT/ 
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YOU'RE NOT 
THREATENING 
(V\E., ARE YOU, 

MR. MULLIGAN? 



YES -AND 
YOU'RE NOT 
GOING ON THE 
Air TONIGHT/ 




DROP THAT6UN, 
VOU RAT ' 'i 
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I'LL GET YOU 
FOR THI5,CURRY/ 
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YOU CAME JUSTIN 
TlMEiNOW YOU CAN 
TAKE CARE OF THESE. 
GCNTLEf^EN WHILE I 
rOAKE MY SP&eCH, 
1^ 



WE'LL TAKE. 
CARE OF THtCA 
IGHT, QUT- 







-YOU ALREADY MADE 
YOUR. SPEECH.' 




5UHE- YOU'VE BEEN ON THE AiR FOR. 
THE PAST l5MIMUTESi,-THAT'5 HOW 
WE KtsiEW THERE WAS TROUBLE HERE.' 




THEN THE WHOLE 
City heard THEiR 
CONFESSIONS? 
-^ 




YES.CuRRY.THPiT 
WAS BETTERTHAN 
ANY SPEECH YOU 
COULD HAUe MADE. 
YOU'RE PRACTICALLY 
ELECTEO RIGHT 
NOW! 
^ 



\w/ 




RRTTLESNRKE 

GULCH 



TOM CURRV 




1 TRRILED PHIL THIS 
FRR MftRTV. HE WENT 
UP THE. GULCH 
HUNTIN' GOLD. 



6ET 
SOMEBUDDV 
DRVGULCHED 
HIM 




MPiRTV^TURN BfiCK- 
IT'6 DANGEROUS.' 
PHIL HfiRT 
Dl&flPPLRRO 
NEBR HERE.. 



dIM, I WRNNR 
HELR BUT THIS 
BUDODVCOUNTRV 
GIVES A MfiN 
THE SHIVERS.' 




I'M DOME FOR, OiM. 
VUH BETTER RUN 
(TOR VORE LlPEf 



I'M SriCKlN' 

WITH VUH, 

KID.' 







RGGLRE,D SO MV- 
SELF, OlM. BUT 
THE ROPE. THEV 
TIED Mt WITH 
BUSTED WHEN 
THEV THREW ME 
ilM.flND I COT UP 
HERE/ 



WE'RE TRftPPED/ 
THOSE &NRKE&; 




THEVVt GONE, 

cllM STAND OUIET 

■TILL 1 LET DOWN 
THIS ROPE. 




PHIL, 1 
riGGERERD 
VUH WRS 
DRlD! 




?| VUH WERENT blT 
■CfiU&E iVE fed 
'EM BPfTS, 0"lM. 
THEv'RE LOGjV > 





CURSE VUH.' 
HOW'D VUH 
SIT UP HERE? 



GOT VUH, 

SCftRFRCE. 
GEOREiE! 




THEbE HOM6RE& ARE SCflRFRCE 
GElORGEinN ONE-&HOT dRKEL, THE 
OUTLAWS.' THEV KlLT THEM 
MINERS RN TOOK THEIR GOLD/ 




RECKON WE RRTE GOLD 
OURSELVES, dlM. THE LRW 
KIN TfiKE THE&E KILLER5/ 



Tom Sawyer was his name . . . 

and millions of boys and girls 

have chuckled and laughed 

and thoroughly enjoyed read- 

if ' ^ * ing the adventures of this 

happy lad. 

Mt I^DH ^vl /It You, too, will like "The Adventures of Tom Saw- 

rVL iy ^M% T VI yer." because it's the story of a real boy — a lad 

f^\tiJaMr 'VJct \ ^V« whose mischief often gets him into trouble but 

/ ^^!2p^ ilJ 'X 'tBv whose heart is lined with gold. You'll like Aunt 

f^^ .^tfHiB' ^^ ^^ ^bJ Polly, who lakes care of Tom — -who cuffs him when 

iffflByj^^^Ko he is bad but loves him more tban she will ever 

Mjiln^BB^rxi admit — who seldom or never looks ihrougli ber 

^,^^^^|Vf^^S£<j|B^^^^ ^' spectacles because they were built for "style" not 

(^ I \\ ) ^ ti^^^^fl^^^^U^jL service. 

^J/tlS i ; > \)SIBS^ ^^^^ ^^^ "Adventures 

\n/US) ''mJS^^HI^? of Tom Sawyer" 

"*^^^* .*XW^^^^^*¥ ']. Read how Tom gets out of whilewash- 

^^^,^1^ ing his Aunt Polly's fence this pun- 

ishment for playing hookey from 
school) by making his pals think it's 
a great treat to whitewash a fence — 

and Swaps turns at whitewashing for 

A^B^ ^S^^^S^^S^'^\ ^^ apple, a kite, a dead rat, marbles, 

? HH BlJfflr^S ' W ^"^ many other things dear to a boy's 

'A H • LA heart. You'll howl with glee when 

', R ^^ you read how Tom, who never could 

learn his Sunday School lessons, 
swaps his whitewashing gains for 
Sunday School tickets, and, like a 

\ thunderbolt out of the sky. presents 

his tickets to the superintendent and 
demands a Bible! And that's only a 
' few of the many adventures included 

in this famous book! 

V "l ^S- \ De-Luxe Edition Only 89c* 

f|R 9 ^ll .j^^^j ^* - ^ynJL^^ ^^) Because we know thai every boy and 

^^j fjytKntC * ^^•^*' ^ ii^» girl who reads this magazine will 

*r~ i *'*O ^^^ Z^ want a copy of "The Adventures of 

, Tom Sawyer," we have made special 

MAIL THIS COIJPOX TODAY! ' arrangements with the publisher to 

I offer a oe-luxc edition 

CENTAUR PUBLICATIONS. Inc., Dept, 384 I of over 200 oaees 

m Eighth Avenue, New York, N. Y. I p^j^,^ -^ , /^ «^ ; 

EncIoBfd find 89c plus Ilc for posiagc and shipping charees. Please clear, easy-to-read 

send me a cony of iKe deluxe edition of "The AdvBntUres of Tom I , ■,[ i ■^^ 

Sawyer" by relun. mail. I lype, profusely .llus- 

I Irated, and bound ni 
I durable leatherette 

Name \ *"'"' ^^^ ^'^^ 'p'"* 

I postage and packing 

I charges) . 
Address I Q^j. ^ f^^^y 

I IVow! 

City Stale I •Plus He for pnMsee and shioBtnE ehariM 









'.Hll4MrI Cv^llr" <'^' ''■■<> ?L|F-I Or 






■Si.S&=.-l 



..i;«;i™ "■i^.v-'uMi mj"" ■'I'll. .1"!' '*";»"""""'■ !:,._'"-t-:';':,TS.^i;!^i?K.'"iwS; W™ ViiS-t" Es'^ Ti-"~it! .;; 
'i'K E' "vis •;""« iKi'il.lit'E'- r'.'.:i- . -i'ii -x'"- ,**/ ;.;/' ■■ ,ij j i:,?i.E^*?'i- . st^i'-^'iWci,''"^".'-^'' Ji"i« 







4\' ___ 



.'WH 



fc7::i; 



CKJFt ■.■■llr-nnlFkh. ^ 4#'l .'.nrL.K -I 



Wc B 






...i« 



BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL 

BiupLvrir >^]^ta^^B^^^S C 




Hypnotism 

OnrA U hvTvli^lir lllirh llf-l'' TUiA 



5„; Midget Bible LoK Letters 

Joke Book Fflrtune Teller „",?r,'o'i,r.'rit 

'^''■""j^-- «;; ^.|;'S-^ ^3^Ti r^p^^ljrL^ 



IIHnlV4rtr tinriiq-f incUKt--, hill ^^^^^^ 

f i.sa, aiHiv uFirA^aH Id* Bf FioD •'imlii 







H-'Wh I r Mil *"i"l to'i*™™*" i*-f n" 

£3VL ri'Zh.T^-6.iriinre"m-4.i*L^ 

ZBc 




ftrj.jti -:h^ »ni^-L,„..U"- 

>rirj1-.'.1-l-''llP- 



llPPIi m rrtt w 



r>i'tinn»lHqi find qik 

^JBj'S'K^.i 




SrT-r,^.V?S JOHNSON SMITH & CO. DEP.855, DETROIT, MICH. 



3s CATALOG 600 PAGES OF UNUSUAL NOVLLTIES 



Tht mDiE 
n't m\miis 

lr«*mTii"i 



SeoJ 3c for 600 pooe paper covered editian, or 25c for complete DtLUXc chth boond library edithn 

- iJIUI.Si.lJIIJi 



ii>? A 4*0d1 hill. 
■.\Ve. 7rp[*IPiJri 






HkbHifci. rfimir micfajrvl. iililp^E laiintkB 
||1U baokl, tald XntinS urncil, rtc , r^^ 
NEA, DIFhFHCNTaND 
SPtCTACUUn NOWELTlEt 



Y~1\^i^jV V^«^ t^^ ^E Sr pg-i es 



yi\l 









"A.* 






^iu_Pox * 






c^nj^ T^»«^ 



J 



Ti 

1 1 



The index cards reprinted here, 
listing this booit's features and 
credits, are the work of the 
comic's owner, Jim Vadeboncoeur 
Jr. and collaborator Names Ware. 
Jim, known to most as JVJ, has 
graciously made his incredible 
collection of books available to 
the world via a network of trusted 
scanners, who prepare these rare 
treasures for digital preservation 
and sharing with the world. 
Jim and Names are scholars who 
have identified credits for work 
that was done in an era when 
credits were optional. Some of the 
information presented here is 
recorded nowhere else in print 
or on the net. ^ 

This book was scanned by narfstar, 
an active member in communities 
where these cultural heirlooms 
are preserved, as well as sites 
such as the Grand Comic Database 
(www.gcd.com) where this 
knowledge is preserved and 
shared. My thanks to them 
for my inclusion in the JVJ project. 
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